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JESUS CHRIST OUR HOPE

It has recently become the fashion^not so much to congratulate the
graduations (on 'occasions such

_
as~thes^as to commiserate with them on the

state of the world into which they graduate.

Dr. John Coventry Smith of our Commission has quoted a scientist from the
Rand Corporation who compares this world of ours to a small, dark cellar. Its
total area is 25 fee£ by 25 feet. In it dwell sixteen people, one of whom is
an American. Part of the cellar is flooded but there is enough dry ground so
that each man has 2 feet by 6 .^ee,t ,^h|re he can live and die and be buried.
The American in the cellar nas*up ~to 50$ of the cellar's luxury goods. Ha»e
ia a* gang Xn one corner of the cellar, of four or five men who are banded together
to change things, particularly to eliminate the American. And the American has
a sort of club composed of others in the cellar who have some of the rest of the
cellar's luxury goods and who seek to preserve the status quo. Every man in the
cellar is armed, at least with a knife. And two or three have hand grenades
which could destroy the whole cellar. And every man in that cellar wants a
hand grenade.

That is the kind of a world we live in, and faced with such a situation it
is very easy to get into the habit of thinking that these are unusual and
critical times and that unless we speedily find some new and unusual solution
fort he world's troubles, there soon won't be any world left to worry about.

That is not quite true, however. In spite of atom bombs and satellites

these are actually very normal times in which we live. It is peace that is ab-

normal, not war. In the 1±000 years of man's recorded existence there have been

only 268 years in which the whole world has been at peace. That means that man
has had to fight for 15 ys ars for every one year of peace. So there is nothing
unusual in the fact that we live in a time of wars and rumours of wars. That is
the tragedy of it: for if these really were abnormal times, we might be able to
expect a turn for the better soon, a return to peaceful normalcy, whereas the

sober truth of the matter is that war and tension and trouble is all that we can
reasonably expect from human history.

So why go to school? Why bother to graduate? What's the future in it?

I think I would share that black and bitter kind of pessimism were it not for
the fact that as a Christian I find hope even in the midst of war and chaos.
The Bible calls our Christian hope "an anchor of the soul, sure and steadfast"
(Heb. 6:19), and what is more needed than such an "anchoring hope" in the floods
and tempests of today's wars.

Sone times the world seems to me more like a flood than a cellar—like the
great flood of 1923 on the Taitong River, near Pyengyang where I was born.

Every summer my father would take the whole family along with him as he visited
churches along the river. We would take a long river-boat, build a little thatch-
roofed house on it and spend the summer going up and down the river. That was
the best part of the year as far as I was concerned.
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But the summer of 1923 was unusual. We were anchored about two miles above
the city of Pyengyang one evening when the boatmen told us that the rains had be-
gun in the mountains. That usually meant the beginning of the annual summer flood,
so we moved the house-boat into a sheltered place and tied it to a large willow
tree and prepared to wait out the flood. That night the river rose 18 feet.
That was nothing unusual, really, but the river continued to rise all that day and
on into the next night. On the morning of the second day the flood reached the
UO-foot level, and at noon the flood waters suddenly broke through at the base of
the peninsula to which we were tied, . and we found ourselves on an island, cut off
from the main shore by a great bosi^kg, muddy stream

And still the waters kept rising. By evening tver^ .t^ island was covered,
and onljr the tgees stood out from the flood. That nighTwe lieard cries for help
as the swept whole villages away down the river.

(JnJ^he ^morning of the third day, feeling like Noah and his family in the

Ark, we^watched the last leaves of the big willow tree to which we were tied dis-
aopear one by one beneath the muddy waters of the flood, and on either side of us,
the swirling Taitong stretched a mile, unbroken, to eithhr bank. We were alone
in t he middle of the flood. There wasonly one thing left, one thing left to trust
in—that rope which we all watched so carefully, the rope which vanished into the
waters and somewhere down there anchored us to the willow tree.

How much like that great flood is the history of a man’s or a woman’s life.’

We all begin so confidently. "Host popular girl on campus". How can you miSSf?
"Man most likely to succeed". < We are all going to be presidents or
millionaires. And then life sweeps down on us like a flood, and one by one the
things we had trusted in, the hopes to which we had tied our lives are swept away.
We look for protection behind peninsulas, in sheltered inlets, but the peninsulas
are sweet- away- and the inlets become flooded torrents. Thpn,^ if you. are. weak, you
will be tempted to jump into the flood and end it all.^’^Qr At' least

1

stop trying. 1

But the Christian is not that easily discouraged. He knows that there is always
one thing left. There is still the rope stretching into the waters, anchoring us
safely amid the flood. We were not B<3pt away that day on the Taitong so long ago.

Our rope held, even then gh we could not see the tree to which it was tied. The

rope held, and we rode out the flood in safety.

That anchoring rope is a symbol of Jesus Christ, our hope. For the Christian
hope is a person, not* emotion, not wishful thinking.

That rope, to me, is a symbol of Jesus Christ. Wiy-^eeal-d mr tract -44 in the
flood? Because it held at both ends. It held the boat, there where we could see
it tied tight; and it also held beneath the waters, beyond our sight, anchoring
us to solid ground beneath the flood. St it is with Jesus Christ, our Lord. Fa

holds at both ends, for he is both God and Han. As man he came to hold us here

on earth where we could see and touch him, like the rope which we could see and

touch where the great knot secured it to our tossing boat. But Jesus Christ is

more than man. He is God, our sure anchor in eternity, beyond our sight but still

holding us fast, again like the rope 'stretchMg beyond our vision through the

muddy waters to solid ground.
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As you now leave thene halls of learning for the whirlpools and
currents of the world outside $ as you leave us, most of you, for distant
places and other, wider halls, my prayer for you is that ycu will take
with you, each one, this Christian hope that is in Christ Jesus. Of
course the world is troubled, and these are difficult and perilous times.
The world has always been that way. But’you have "an anchor of the soul,

sure and steadfast^ And no flood shall sweep you away.

i| ^ ^ ,%-f u* hir*/ Otjp ^ au.-*.
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Jdsus Christ, our Hone

May I congratulate all the members of the graduating
class* I want te speak to you for a few moments on the
subject of Christian hope in a troubled world.

Most graduates these days, I imagine, are very much worried
about the future of the world into vftiich they graduate* It is
very easy to get into the habit of thinking that we are living
in unusual and critical times, and that unless we speedily find
some new and unusual solution for the world* s troubles, there
soon won’t be any world left to worry about.

That is not quite true, however* In spite of the atom bomb
and the earth satellite these are actually very normal times in
Tidiich we live* It is peace that is abnormal, not war* In the
4000 years of man’s recorded existence there have been only 268
years in which the whole world has been at peace* That means that
for every year of peace man has had to fight for 15 long, bloody
years* /'So there is nothing unusual in the fact that we live in
a time of wars and rumors of war* That’s the tragedy of it: for
if these really were abnormal times, we might be able to expect a
turn for the better soon, a return to peaceful normalcy, whereas
the stunning truth of the matter is that war and tension and
trouble is ttarm all that we can expect from human history*

That wouL d make me a black and bitter pessimist indeed were
it not for the fact that as a Christian I have a sure and abiding
hope even in the mdst of war and chaos. In Hebrews 6:19 the Bible
calls this hope "an anchor of the soul, sure and steadfast". And
what could be more needed thafc such an "anchoring hope" in the
floods and tempests of today’s wars*

Our world today imixi is like the grdat flood of 1923 on
the Taitong River, near gymig Pyengyang, where I was born.
Every summer my father would take his whole family along with
him as he visited churches along the river. We would take a
long river boat, build a little thatch-roofed house on it and
spend the summer going up and down the river* For us boys, that
was the best part of the year*

But the summer of 1923 was unusual* We were anchored about
two miles above the city of Pyengyang one evening when the boat-
men told us that the rains had begun in the mountains* That
usually meant the beginning of the annual summer flood, so we
moved the house-boat into a sheltered plaoe and tied it to a
large willow tree and prepared to wiat out the flood* That night
the river rose 18 feet* That was nothing unusual, but the river
continued to rise all that day and the next night. On the
morning of the second day the flood reached a 40 foot level,
and at noon the flood waters suddenly broke th® ugh at the base
of the peninsula to which we were tied, and we found ourselves on
anisland, cut off from the main shore by a great boiling, muddy
stream.

And still the waters kept rising. By evening even the island



was wovered, and only the trees stood out from the flood. That

night we heard cries for help as the great flood swept whole

villages away down the river.

On the morning of the third day, feeling like Noah and his

family in the ark, we watched the last leaves of the big willow

tree to which we were tied disappear one by one beneath the

muddy waters of the flood, and on either side of us the swirling

Taitong stretched a mile, unbroken, to either bank. We were

alone in the middle of the flood. There was only one thing left,

one thing left to trust in--that rope which we all watched so

carefully, the rope which vanished into the waters and somewhere

down there anchored us to the willow tree.

How much like that great flood is the history of a man’s
life! We all begin so confidently. We are all of us going to

be presidents or millionaires. And then life sweeps down on us
like a flood, and one by kkxxgx one the things we had trusted in,

the hopes to which we had tied our lives are swept away. We look
for protection behind peninsulas, in sheltered inlets, but the
peninsulas are swept away and the inlets become flooded torrents.
Then, if you are weak, you will be tempted to jump into the flood
and end it all. N
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But the Christian is not that easily discouraged. He knows
that there is always one thing left. There is still the rope
stretching into the waters, anchoring us safely amid the flood.
We were not swept away that day on the Taitong so long ago; our
rope held, even though we couldn’t see the tree to which it was
tied, and we rode out the flood in safety.

That anchoring rope is a symbol of our Christian hope. Our
hope is a person. Our hope is in Jesus Christ, and Jesus Christ
is our hope. Hw a * ,
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That anchoring rope is a good symbol of Jesus Chriet. Why
could we trust it in the flood? Because i,t held a t^ both ends.
It held the boat, there where we could see Tt^ 'and it also held
beneath the waters, beyond our sight, to holid groung. So it
is with Jesus Christ our Lord. He is both God and Man. As man
he came to hold us here on earth, where we could see him, like
the rope which we could see and touch where it wan tied su-reiy to

taaoing boat. But he is more than man. He is God, and still
lives beyond our sight. He is our sure anchor in eternity, like
the rope dawh stretched beyond our vision through the muddy waters
of the flood to solid ground.

As you now leave these halls of learning for the whirlpools
and currents of the world beyond, may you take with you, every
one, this Christian hope that is in Jesus Christ. Of course, the
world is troubled, and these are difficult times. The world has
always been that way. But if Jesus Christ is holding you, you
will be safe. 9

Life is like Holy 'leek. It has its sorrows and defeats., so m-r$i of them.
3ut life, like Holy h’eek, is not Avernus. There is no motto over the door of
these dark days, "Abandon hope all ye who enter here." For Christians do not give
up hope for Lent, lie are moving into the dark days of the Church year, yes^out
with these dark days as with all the dark days of our lives, ve through the.V alley
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ness.

—G.L.H.

Anybody See Hope?

Not long ago, I saw Edwin Newman on

the “Today” show and heard him, again

as he has on other occasions, bemoan the

incorrect, but popular, use of “hopefully”

in so many conversations.

About this same time, I came across a

lecture entitled “Hope,” which Dr. Karl

Menninger had given at the 115th Annual

Meeting of the American Psychiatric

Association in Philadelphia as long ago as

1959.

These two happenings in my life

heightened a new awareness in me. I

hear “hopefully” many more times a day
in conversation and catch myself as I fall

into the trap that common usage sets be-

fore us all. And I’ve begun to look more
attentively at references to hope.

Dr. Karl, as we fondly called him in

Topeka, spoke in his lectures about the

many books that have been written about

the place of faith in science and psy-

chiatry, and those that line the shelves

concerning the vicissitudes of our efforts

to love and be loved. “But,” he said,

JUNE 25, 1984

“when it comes to hope, our shelves are

bare. The journals are silent. The Ency-
clopaedia Britannica devotes many col

umns to the topic of love, and many more
to faith, but hope — poor little hope! She

is not even listed!”

This comment sent me to the library to

count present renditions. Alas, 1984 has

not brought hope to the forefront. Among
all the books, I found only 10 under the

subject matter of hope.

Kansas has lived through the ex-

perience of a state hospital revival. Our
once-overcrowded patient population has

steadily diminished. Dr. Karl considers

the crucial element in the Kansas state

hospital program to have been the

inclusion of hope.

“Not,” he wrote, “in the patients di-

rectly, but in the doctors and all those

who help them — in the relatives of the

patients, in the responsible officials, in

the whole community — and then in the

patients.” He concluded that it was not

just optimism; it was not faith; it was not

expectations. “We had no reason to ex-

pect what happened, and what still hap-

pens, and our faith was only that which

all scientists share. But, we did have

hope.”

The Interpreter’s Dictionary of the

Bible reminds us that the thought of hope

fuses together the reality of God as the

source and goal of expectation with the

totality of faith’s response: trust, eager-

ness, patient endurance and joyful as-

surance.

In his lecture, Dr. Karl went on to say;

“We would like to think that the young
doctors who pass through our training

programs mostly emerge with certain

limits upon their expectations and certain

guards upon their implied promises, but

with the flame of their hope unextin-

guished and unextinguishable. We like

them to believe that there is no patient

for whom something cannot be done. But,

we also like them to realize that the

changes the patient desires, or the phy-

sician desires in the patient, may not be

the ones which come about — may not

even be, in the long run, the changes that

it were best to have sought. . . . Excess of

hope is presumption and leads to disas-

ter. Deficiency of hope is despair and

leads to decay. Our delicate and precious

duty is to properly tend this flame.”

The church is not a hospital with pa-

tients, though in this age of individualism

some treat it so. But, among this gather-

ing of believers who accept each other

because we are accepted by God, does

Dr. Karl’s lecture challenge the church?

The inculcation of hope should be evident

in ministers, in responsible officials, in

every congregation, and then to those in

need.

Hopefully (sorry about that, Edwin

Newman), our new church is going to

demonstrate trust, eagerness, patient

endurance, joyful assurance, fused with

the reality of God as the source and goal

of expectation. Pettiness, ruthlessness,

selfishness — all these are in us. But, not

only those. We are bound together by

love and faith. I’d like to see us give up

apprehensiveness and mistrust for a little

hope. Let us tend the divine fire so that

hope can abound.

PHYLLIS TODD
Editor-at-Large

Topeka, Kan.



Hope conquers despair
by Sidney Comings
This Roman epitaph is the least

hopeful philosophy that I know:
I was not/I was/I am not/I do not

care.

Life all too often seems that

gloomy to me. Depression is debili-

tating.

To conquer that

despair, I search

for hope. My fa-

vorite symbol of

hope is the eagle.

Several years ago,

I went with a

group of nature
lovers looking for

eagles. The natu-

ralist virtually
guaranteed that

we would see them and we did —
first, at their nest and later, on our

bus ride home, one flying overhead
with its awesome wing-spread.

1 met a friend that day, like me, a

recently divorced father. I remem-
ber we talked about how difficult it

was for us to ask a woman for a

date. After that trip, I didn’t see

him for a couple years. The next

time our paths crossed he was giv-

ing a program on hummingbirds.
Midway through his talk, he men-
tioned that his fiancee shared his

interest in hummingbirds.
1 have a picture he took of the

pair of eagles perched near their

nest. They appear about as big as a

pencil dot. If I exercise imagination

I can even see their white, feathered

heads. Hope often seems nearly as

invisible to me as the pencil-dot-

sized eagles in my photograph; how-
ever, hope exists.

Hope exists so long as there are

uplifting stories to read, inspiring

paintings to study and beautiful

melodies to listen to. So long as

wildflowers bloom in the early

spring, foxes and deer find refuge in

the woods, and eagles soar on high,

hope endures.

Hope comes from the pride of do-

ing a job well and being recognized

for it. When recognition is not

forthcoming, hope comes from giv-

ing yourself a pat on the back.

Learning new skills in your mid-

thirties, such as ice skating and
cooking, gives you hope.

Hope is renewing old friendships

as well as making new friends.

Hope is helping others whether or

not they ask for assistance. Like-

wise, hope is accepting help from
others.

Hope is not only all of your

dreams, it is also the dreams of oth-

ers, no matter how remote those

dreams may seem.

Hope is being able to laugh at

yourself and laugh with others.

The most hopeful outlook on rec-

ord, in my estimation at least, is

this passage from Psalm 103:

Bless the Lord, O my soul,

andforget not all his benefits,

who forgives all your iniquity,

who heals all your diseases,

who redeems your life from the

Pit,

who crowns you with steadfast

love and mercy,

who satisfies you with good as

long as you live

so that your youth is renewed like

the eagle’s.

Hope will overcome despair.

Focus on Faith is a reader-written col-

umn of stories and ideas to help others

grow in their faith. Sidney Comings is a
member of First Church in Oberlin,

Ohio. We welcome contributions from
both laity and clergy.
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"Jesus Bhrist is the same, yesterday, today and tomorrow". Heb. 13:6

This is the time of yaEax year when everybody begins to talk about

the wonderful, changing world into which you are about to graduate. At the

PTA, at Dr* Helen Kim's 50th Anniversary celebration at Ewha, in the news-

papers, tiie magazines, and of course at Baccalaureate services, the subject

is always how the world is changing around us. And the closer we get to

the end of this millennium, the year 2000, the greater will be the temptation

to point out how far we have come in the past one thousand years, and how

much farther we will go in the next thousand. " Bhang e" is the xrord that

A

captures all the heady excitement of our times—headlong, rusing, rapid,

social, moral, political, revolutionary change.

Scientists tell us that from the first basic atomic discovery

in 1940 to the day of Hiroshima in 1945 man traveled as far as from the

discovery of fire to the building of the first locomotive. (Xn Bent . Not,

19, 1947, p. 1394). And from 1945 to 1968 we have probably traveled as

far again. Every year brings another break-through.

And yet, in the midst of all this exhilarating ferment of change,

i am going to have the effrontery to come up with a Baccalaureate text so

old-fashioned and out-of-touch that it suggests that there may be some

things that don't change. "Jesus Bhrist is the same, yesterday, today and

forever.

"

The contrast there makes me a little uneasy. Perhaps we Bhristians

quot e verses like that a little too quickly, and a little too vxegativeiy.

As frirf if a vote for Jesus Bhrist is a vote against change. As if ;you

have to choose one or the other—the exciting world of change which is all

around you and ahead of you, the bright, wide, new world of the future,

or the dreary, old world of the Bible where nothing ever changes, and you

still have to be home and in bed by eleven o* clock.
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Nothing could be farther from the truth. The Christian faith is

not that kind of an either/or proposition: the past against the future;

the status quo against progress and change. In fact one of the very first

criticisms of the early Christians was that they were too revolutionary, they

were turning the world upside down. Our faith is a free and happy

acceptance, of the fact that the world is as it ought to be, a changing

world. J&it that God Is also jus

doesn't resent; he doesn't retreat from it. He doesn't have to keep fighting

against it, for whether he fights it or not, the world is going to change.

If you don*t believe that, look back a few years. Look at the city of Seoul

as It was when your school, the first Seoul Foreign School, was started in

1901, at the turn of the new century.

was 15 . And they were pushed about from one ; house to the next almost every

year—first Ifulburt* s, then the Belgian Consulate, then Moore* s. After a

little of that the school gave up and died out altogether for about five

years until it was reorganized in 1912, which was rather a long vacation.

It didn't have four million people. It was a sleepy, mediaeval town. The

census reported 193# 000 "excluding exorcists and fortune-tellers” (lLi, *61,

change: 1. Change is a fact of
2. But change in itsel

3. Some thing s, do not

Let me suggest three p

^ fi r et point is-that

You didn't have 450 students then. All you could scrape together

And Seoul wasn't the tenth largest city in the xjorld then, either.

p. 359)* The King was celebrating his birthday by trying to put electric

lights into the palace, much to the astonishment of his people, and by ele-
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vating Lady On to the exalted position of "imperial concubine of the first

rank", (pp. 315* ^09 )• There were only 630 Korean students in all the

pubLie schools of Seoul, (p. 269). There were only 117 non in jail. (p. )

Korean army officers had jU3t adopted the Russian military uniform. And 100

soldiers were trying to trade down a leopard which had cone down from the

hills, killed one of the King*s deer, and was running loose in the streets

near the site of itks the present capital building, (p. 121). And American

had jus t broken the record between Pyengyang and Seoul—120 miles in two days

by bicycle. And a Canadian promptly rose to the challenge with a record

four-day dash from l.onsan to Seoul in a rickshaw drawn by a horse, (p. 213)

That was the year 1901. Jon*t tell me things don't change. In

the year 2000, they tell us, Korea will have a population of one hundred

million, and ten per cent of them will be in Seoul. That is ten million

people in this city, and the year 2000 is only 32 years aeway.

But all that is only surface change. The real change is ; deeper.

Xt is the radical transformation xjhich has come about as the result of 1th

e

greatest explosion of knowledge in the history of the human race. From the

inmost recesses of the human mind, to the untmost outer fringes of the

galaxies, we have penetrated deeper and reached farther into unexplored

mysteries than man has ever dreamed of going before. Take the mindU-tnere

is a whole new science developing of the chemistry of the mind. And if

memory is chemical, as some are beginning to say, you may be able to take

a Latin pill one day and read Caesar like a newspaper. Or space—we are

receiving signals or pul so-beats or something from so far out we have had

to invent new words to measure the distances.

Do you know what a "googol" is? It is a 1 with a million zeroes

written after it. And a "googol-plex"? That is a 1 with a googol of

zeroes after it. This is the way this changing world keeps stretching our

little minds,
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Now in the face of all this dizzying change, what is our

Christian response? Are we supposed to be for it or against it?

With some people, and many of them Christian, the first reaction

to change is negative-resentment. They see it as a threat to the old and

the comfortable and the familiar, which is an easily understandable but

very dangerous raction.

Dr, Bascom Storey last week told how not too many years ago he

marked one of fcis students wrong on an examination paper for saying that

the atom could be spj.it. Science said it couldn't, so of course the student

was wrong. But that same student went on to become one of the men who

helped to split the atom. ^HK>c±hafcxha^ He proved his professor wrong,

.hen that happens, there are always some who resent it—usually the professors

Some trill even deny that any such change in the truth as we understand it is

possible. There are still people, you knot/, who maintain that the earth is

flat. Are Christians like that?

Not in the Bible, they aren't. Our faith is not against change.

We do not worship the past. In fact, our God demands change, xdiich is why

we have a New Testament, supplementing and fulfilling the Old. Listen to

the words of Jesus, "Moses said unto you (thus and so)., but I say unto you.."

There's been a change. In fact the Bible's definition of a Christian is that

he is one who has been changed, "if anyone is in Christ, he is a new creature

said Paul (IX Cor 5*17); “the old Mas passed away; behold the new has come."

The Christian does not try to escape from the future into the past.

"The old has passed away..." When the barbarians poured over Rome in the

fifth century, a discouraged Roman general in Africa, his wife dead, his army

defeated, came to St. Augustine and said he wanted to become a monk. And St.

Augustine thundered at him, "For God's sake, not now !
" it is precisely in

our times of greatest change and crisis that the future most needs Christians

who still dare to move forward, not retreat. Like Paul, who could say, even

in a Roman prison, "forgetting what lies behind, and straining forward to
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what lies ahead, 1 press on toward the goal for the prize of the upward call

of God in Christ Jesus.. " (Phil 3: 13, 1*0

Life is not static, and in change is the Christian's greatest op-

portunity. There's a whole world of people out there who are longing for a

change. A United Church of Canada study commission some time ago commented

that the Christian church is sometimes temptaed to think of itself as a

secure society of the saved, when it should consider itself as an adventurous
(‘dUj.l&itL,.

'

Ui, lit /£r)

society of the saving."^ Change is a fact of life, and the Christian should

welcome it as his field of greatest opportunity.

But there is another hard fact about change that the Christian has

been forced to recognize, hot every change is welcome.

The narrow-minded traditionalist who fights every change as a

change for the woBse, is no raore wrong than the honeyed fanatic who is so

angry at the present that he believes any change will be a change for the

better. He slams the door against the foulness of the past, and rushes to

fling open the windows of the future to the clean, fresh winds of change.

But in a world that changes as fast as ours, X regret to say, you don*t always

get fresh air when you open the window. You are just as likely to get smog

and fumes and acid gas.

il ;cin The present can be just as foul as the

past, and the future can be worse. In one of its less glamorous reports,

the American Association' s Journal of Science showed what 24 hours of use

can do to your underwear. In just one day, if you will excuse the indelicacy,

you collect 400,000 bacteria per square inch on your inner garments. Keep

the:: on for six days—and i hope you won't—and you will be carrying around

ten million bacteria per square inch, which will make your present considerably

more foul than your past.

t.'- r chnn^a.

—

But ' bo suro you ohangfr into something
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You can chai\;e your underwear, of course. In fact, you’d better. But

even that won’t do ycu any good unless you have something cleaner to change

into. From the Christian point cf ciew, change in itself is neutral. hether

it is good or bar depends not on the fact of change, not even on the de-

sirability of change, but on some value beyond the change itself by ’which it

can be judged.. And this implies a standard* In the case of the underwear the

standard is cleanliness, but life isn’t all underwear. You are going to face

more important changes than that. Hiat is your standard?

dangerous thing to become so upset with the world as it intolerably is, that

you strike out blindly for change—any change—in the pathetic hope that you

can’t be my worse off than you are. Just this week a 24-year-old boy reached

out for change like that, blindly and angrily, and he got his change. With a

bullet, but only a sick mind would say it is a change for the better. He

had the wrong standard, and the whole world is the loser in that bind of Is a

change.

The Bible speaks quite bluntly about the fact that there are choices

which change life just as easily for the bad as for the good. Those who fail

to see the difference, who elect the wrong kind of change it ; calls "fools".

"They became fools," says the Ep, to the Romans, "and changed the Iglory of the

uncorruptible (that means "the unchanging" ) God into an Image made like to

corruptible man. (Ro. 1:22,23)
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Miat* c wrong with people? by all these wrong choices? hy can't

we pick the i*ight changes for our future? Can't we tell the difference?

i,e seen to be like the University of Minnesota crabs I leanned about

back in college. It seams there is a certain species of crab which has as its

organ of balance a small, hollow cavity just beneath its shell. In this cavity

it places a few grains of sand, and as the crab walks about, the grains of sand

roll around on the sensitive lining of the cavity and tell the crab whether it

is standing straight up or about to ;fall over. Now one day, a biologist named

Sigerfoos, in a cruel and curious mood, took some of these crabs just as they

were shedding their shells, and put in these czvities, these sensitive organs of

balance, not sand bur iron filings. He then put then in a .special tank, and one

day, when their new shells had grown back on again, he crApt up to the tank and

suddenly held over it a great electro-magnet. And sure enough, just as he ex-

pected, those cra^y crabs turned flat on their backs and waved their claws in

the air. In obedience to the sudden shifting of the iron ; filings, the crabs

adjusted themselves to the pull of the lagnet, instead of to the pull of gravity.

There they were standing on their heads, but thinking all the while that they

were right side up.

5 are just as crazy as those crabs if we think we can make the right

choices for our future without the right standard. Until you and I have found

God in Jesus Christ, we too are upside down and don't 'mow it. We see things

upside down, backwards and out of focus. We are adjusted not to things as they

are, but to things as we think they are, .which is quite another matter. God—

Gtad in Christ—is to the universe what gravity is to matter—he and he alone

determines what is up and down, right and wrong. So take away God, and it is

no jwonder that people make wrong choices. They are spiritually upside down, and

they simply can1 1 tell the bad from the good.

If that is true, it is a terfcible thing, and how are we to get

straightened out? Well, obviously, the thing to do is to break away from the
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false center, the magnet, to a true center. But it is not so easy. There

is that within us which, like the steel filings in the crabs, keeps pulling

us around to the vjrong, the self-centered choice. We don* t want to break away.

The crabs felt fine there, lying on their backs and waving their legs—at

least for a while. It isn’t easy to break away. Pirst we* ve got to get rid

of the iron filings. And the Bible 1 calls these filing s which turn us apart

to strange gods, which turn us upside down, which deceive us into wrong choices—

the Bible calls them. sin.

And the BibLe tells us also of the only cure. There is a way to

overcore the power of those steel filings. And the way, of course, is Jesus

Christ. ou see, the picture doesn’t quite fit. We’re not crabs. Poor things,

they didn’t have any choice. But we do. We can turn away from the filings to

the pull of is a greater magnet, electric with power, the compelling, magnetic

love of Jesus Jhrist our Lord, and be lifted to our feet, and see things as

they really are, and be ready for all the great choices of the future.

TLe oarj.y Christian weren* t all worried about their hanging world.

They didn’t wring their hands and say, "Look what the world is coming to."

Tney oaid, Loo*c what has come to Idle world". "Jesus Christ, the same yesterday,

today and forever.
' They hdd found their standard, and they were no longer

afraid of their choices. It’s a wonderful, changing world with Jesus Christ.
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One Man’s

Candidates

By LEWIS THOMAS

£'• :*1 FEW weeks ago I received a

/ /_\ \ letter from a magazine edi-

J
- \ tor inviting me to join six

lj r other people at dinner to

make a list of the Seven Wonders of

the Modem World, to replace (he

seven old, out-of-date Wonders. I re-

plied that 1 couldn’t manage it, not on
short order anyway, but rtill the ques-

tion keeps hanging around in the lobby

of my mind. ! had to look up the old,

biodegradable Wonders, the Hanging
Gardens of Babylon and ail thp rest,

and then I had to look up that word
“wonder” to make sure I understood
what it me ant. It then occurred to me
that if the magazine could get any
seven people to agree ori a list of any
such seven things you’d have the mod-
em Seven Wonders right there at the

dinner table.

Wonder is a word to wonder about.

It conta "ns a mixture of

messages : something
marvelous and miracu-
lous, surprising, rais-

ing unanswerable
questions about itself,

making the observer
wonder, even raising
skeptical. questions

like: “1 wonder about
that.” Miraculous and
marvelous are clues;

both come from ar; an-

cient Indo-European
root meaning simply to smile or
laugh. Anything wonderful is some-
thing to smile in the presence of, in ad-
miration (which, by the way, comes
from the same root, along with, of all

tolling words, mirror).
I have, after all, decided to make a

list, i shall leave the first Wonder for

last.

The
Second
Wonder

My No. 2 Wonder is Oncideres, a
species of beetle encountered by a pa-
thologist menu of mine who lives in

Houston and has a lot of mimosa trees

in his backyard. This beetle is not
new, but it qualifies as a modem Won-
der because of the exceedingly mod-
em questions raised for evolutionary
biologists about the three consecutive
things on the mind of the female of the
species. Her first thought is for a
mimosa tree, which site finds and
climb::, 'ignoring all ocher kinds of
trees hi the vicinity. Her second

thought is for the laying of eggs, which

she does by crawling out on a limb,

cutting a longitudinal siit with her

mandible, and depositing her eggs oe-

neath the sht. Her third and last

thought concerns the welfare of her

offspring; beetle larvae cannot sur-

vive in live wood, so she backs up a

foot or so and cuts a neat girdle all

around the limb, through the bark and

down into the cambium. It takes her

eight hours to finish this cabinetwork.

Then she leaves and where she goes I

do not know. The limb dies from the

girdling, falls to the ground in the next

breeze, the larvae feed and grow into

the next generation, and the questions

lie there unanswered. How did these

three linked thoughts in her mind
emerge together in evolution? Does

this smart beetle know what she is

doing? Is this mindless behavior, or is

it possible for a very small brain, like

the tiny brain of a beetle, to contain

thoughts and bits of awareness ex-

actly like our s, just three microscopic

thoughts popping into her mind, al-

ways in the right order? And how did

the mimosa tree enter the picture in

its evolution? Left to themselves, un-

pinned, mimosa trees have a life ex-

pectancy of 25 to 30 years. Pruned

each year, which is what the beetle’s

labor accomplishes, the tree can

fiourish for a century. The mimosa-
beetle relationship is an elegant ex-

ample of symbiotic partnership, a

phenomenon now recognized as per-

vasive in nature. We understand very'

little, almost nothing at all, about how

symbiotic arrangements really work,
nor about how they are worked out in
evolution. It is good for us to have
around on our intellectual mantel-
piece such creatures as this insect and
its partner tree, fur they keep remind-
ing us of how little we know about na-
ture.

The third Wonder on my list is on in-
fectious agent known as the scrapie
virus, which causes a fatal disease of
the brain in sheep, goats and several
laboratory animals. A close cousin of
scrapie is the C- J virus, the cause of
some cases of senile dementia in
human beings. These are called
“slow” viruses, for the excellent rea-
son that an animal exposed to infec-
tion today will not become ill until a
year and a half to two years from
today. The agent, whatever it is, can
propagate itself in abundance, from a
few infectious units today to more
than a billion next year. I used the
phrase “whatever-it-is” advisedly.
Nobody has yet been abie to find any
DMA or RNA in the scrapie or C J vi-
ruses. Jt may be there, but if so it ex-
ists in amounts tbo small to detect.
Meanwhile, there is plenty of protein,
leading to the serious proposal that
the virus may indeed be ell protein.
Eut protein, so far as we know, does
not replicate itself ah by itself, not on
this planet anyway. Looked at this
way, the scrapie agent seems the
strangest thing in aii biology’ and,
untd someone in some laboratory fig-
ures out what it is, a candidate fox
modem Wonder.
My fourth Wonder is the olfactory

receptor cell, located in the eDithekal

tissue high in the nose, sniffing the air

for clues to the environment, tr.e fra-

grance of friends, the smell cf ieaf-

smoke, breakfast, nighttime and bed-

time and a rose, even, it is said, the
odor of sanctity. The ceii that does all

these tilings, firing off urgent mes-
sages into the deepest parts of the
brain, switching on one strange, unac-
countable memory after another, is it-

self. a proper brain cell, a certified

neuron belonging to the brain but
miles away out in the open air. nosing
around the world. How it manages to

make sense of what it senses, dis-

criminating infallibly between jas-

mine and anything else nonjasmine, is

one of the deep secrets of nerrobiolo
gy-

Fifth on my list is, I hesitate to say,
another insect, the termite. This time,
though, it is not the single insect that

is the Wonder, it is the collectivity.

There is nothing at all wonderful
about a single, solitary termite, in-

deed there is really no such creature,
functionally speaking, as a ions ter-

mite, any more than we can imagine a
genuinely solitary human being; no
such thing. Two or three termites
gathered together on a dish are not

much better; they may move about
and touch each other nervously but
nothing happens. But keep adding
more termites until they reach a criti-

cal mass, and then the miracle begins.

As though they had suddenly received
a piece of extraordinary news, they
organize in platoons and begin stack-

ing up opelleis to precisely the right

height and then turning the arches to

connect the columns, constructing the
cathedral and its chambeis in which
the colony will live out its life for the
decades ahead, air-conditioned and
humidity-controlled, following the

chemical blueprint codc-ti in their

genes, flawlessly, stone blind. They
are not the dense mass of individual

insects they appear to be, they are an
organism, a thoughtful, meditative
brain on a million legs. All we really

know about this new thing is that it.

does its architecture and engineering
by a complex system of chemical sig-

nals. Any single termite, off by itself,

doesn’t know the time of day much
less its own name. It is a mystery,
something to smile in the presence of.

The sixth Wonder of the modem
world is a human child, any child. 1

used to wonder about childhood and
the evolution of our species. It seemed
to me unparsimonious to keep expend-
ing all that energy on such a long
period of vulnerability and defense-
lessness, with nothing to show for it, in

biological terms, beyond the feckless,

irresponsible pleasure of childhood

.

After all, I used to think, it is one-sixth
of a whole human life span! Why
didn’t our evolution take care of that,

allowing us to jump more quickly
from our juvenile to our adult (and, as
I thought) productive stage of life? 1

had forgotten about language, the sin-

gle human trait that marks us out as
specifically human, the property that

enables our survival as the most com-
pulsively, biologically, obsessively so-

cial of all creatures on earth, more in-

terdependent and interconnected even
than the famous social insects. I had
forgotten that, and forgotten that chil-

dren do that in childhood. Language is

what childhood is for.



WSat I hadn’t known, until recently,

is that children not only learn lan-

guage — any old language you like —
they can mahelanguage, any new lan-

guage they like.

Sometime between 1880 and 1910,

Hawaiian Creole appeared as the

common language of the sugar planta-

tion workers in Hawaii, a genuine,

complex speech with its own syntacti-

cal sentence structure and tight gram-
matical rules, containing words bor-

rowed from the other tongues spoken

by the first settlers: English, Japa-

nese, Korean, Spanish and Hawaiian.

Prof. Derek Bickerton has analyzed

this new creole and discovered that it

closely resembles, in the details of its

grammar, other creole tongues in

other colonial settings elsewhere in

the world. It is fundamentally differ-

ent from all the languages spoken in

the homes of the different ethnic

groups. It is a new language. When it

appeared, it could not be understood

or spoken by the adult generation who
arrived in 1880, nor could the Ameri-
can overseers comprehend it. Bicker-
ton’s great discovery is that this

brand-new language, never heard or
spoken before, must have been made
by the first generation of children,

syntax, grammatical rules, sentence
structure, metaphors and all. There it

is, children make language. Children
are not only biologically equipped to

learn speech, if necessary they can
manufacture it out of their collective

heads, and in perfection at that.

It puts children in a new light, I

think. No wonder we need a long child-

hood, pity it can’t be longer. When lan-

guages shift and change, as all lan-

guages always have done, maybe it is

the children who do the changing. If it

were not for the generations of cchil-

dren, maybe we would all still be
speaking Hittite, or original Indo-

European. And when human speech
first appeared, probably sometime
within the last 100,000 years or so, no
time at all as evolution goes, turning
our species from, whatever it was,
down from the trees, inspecting its

thumbs, trying to make friends, into

our kind of creature, heads filled with
metaphors, memories, av/areness,

fear of death and all, maybe it was the

children who started it off. Maybe, as

in the termite model, language re-

quired for its beginning nothing more
than a critical mass of children,

raised together, at each other in close

quarters for a long enough time.
Maybe, when it first started up, in

some newly stabilized agricultural or
hunting-gathering community, the

parents and elders around the com-
munal fire wondered, wordlessly,
what those incessant sounds being
made by the children were, and won-
dered why the children seemed so en-

chanted.

And now the first on my list, the one
I put off at the beginning of making a
list, the first of ail Wonders of the
modern world. To name this one, you
have to redefine the world as it has in-

deed been redefined in this most
scientific of all centuries. The place
we live in was named the world long
ago, from the Indo-European root

wi.roj; which meant man. We now live

in the whole universe, that stupefying
piece of expanding geometry. Our
suburbs are the local solar system,
into which, sooner or later, we will

spread life, and then, likely, beyond
into the galaxy. Of all celestial bodies

within reach or view, as far as we can
see, out to the edge, the most wonder-
ful and marvelous and mysterious is

turning out to be our own planet

Earth There is nothing to match it

anywhere, not yet anyway.
It is a living system, an immense or-

ganism, still developing, regulating it-

self, making its own oxygen, main-
taining its own temperature, keeping
all its infinite living parts connected
and interdependent, including us. It is l
the strangest of all places, and there is <

everything in the world to learn about
it. It can keep us awake and jubilant *

with questions for millenniums ahead,

if we can learn not to meddle and not

to destroy. Our great hope is in being a
young species, here no time at all,

thinking in language only a short

while, still learning, still growing up
but still juvenile.

We are not like the social insects.

They have only the one way of doing

things and they will do it forever,

coded for that one way. We are coded
differently, noc just for binary
choices, go or no-go. We can go four

ways at once, depending on how the

air feels: go, no-go, but also maybe,
plus what the hell, let’s give it a try.

We are in for one surprise after an-

other if we keep at it and keep alive. <

We can build structures for human
society never seen before, thoughts

never thought before, music never
heard before.

Provided we do not kill ourselves

off, and provided we can connect our-

selves by the affection and respect for

which I believe our genes are also

coded, there is no end to what we
might do on or off this planet.

At this early stage in our evolution,

through our infancy and childhood and
then, someday, our growing up, what
our species needs most of all, right

now, is simply a future.

Dr. Lewis Thomas is chancellor of
Memorial Sloan-Kettering Cancer
Center in New York. This article was
adapted from, commencement ad-
dresses at the College of Physicians
and Surgeons of Columbia Unversity
end at Connecticut College in New

,

London.
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TRUE OR PRACTICAL?

John 18:36
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When I was in communist China in the early years of the

People's Democratic Republic-- (I was teaching then at Yenching

University in Peking)--one of the questions the students kept throwing

at me was this: "What good are Christians in this world, anyway?" They

were almost fiercely critical of the church in those days, and very

proud of themselves. They would come out of their required

indoctrination classes, the "small study groups'^ as they were called,

TookVng for arguments. ^hafc.gQCH^i s-~4he chu-rc-h ?j Look at the

communists," they would say. "Communists get results: land reform,

economic justice, a quick end to feudalism and exploitation. And what

do Christians do for the people. They just preach and pray and read the

Bible. And what use is that any more?"

I had to admit that some of the things they were saying were

partly true. I had heard some of the same criticisms of the church from

concerned Christians even before the communists swept over us. When can

we ever say that we Christians are doing enough to make this a better

world? But one of the first points I tried to make in answering the

students, when I was allowed to--they didn't always want an answer--was

to insist that the Christian's main job, and the Church's main task, is

not to be useful at all, at least not in the way those students

understood usefulness. It was clear that the only useful Church in

their eyes would be a church that .could be used in building up a new,
O^l Wwsf *fntwT
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communist China. But the first e-ss

o

stial fact about the Church from the

Christian viewpoint is that it belongs to God and not to man, and it is

never supposed to become the tool of any social order.

I am free to spell it out more sharply here than I could ever

do there. It is not to be used as the tool of a communist world order

or a Socialist world order. And— add here in

America--!' t. is not to be used as the tool of a capitalist world order,

either. It is not meant to be a

n
o
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politically useful, manipulatabale tool. Its primary task is to be a

witness to the truth— to obey God and not man.

You remember how the Jews wanted to use Jesus as a tool in

building up Israel? It was at a critical point in Jesus' life, just

after he had fed the 5,000. He was being useful. So they wanted to

take him by force and make him King. He would have made a very good

King. What better use could be made of the real connection that

religion has with politics? But Jesus refused. Why? He told Pilate

why, a little later. "My kingdom is not of this world... I came into

the world to bear witness to the truth." IcK-ter w4ftes-s—fce- the-- t-ruih.

"For this cause came I into the world, and to this end was I born," said

Jesus, "to bear witness to the truth".

If I could impress just one great fact upon your minds today

as you graduate and go out into the world, it would be this: Christians

are put into the world first, like Jesus, to witness to the truth.

The modern world has become all turned around in its thinking.

We imagine we are being scientific when we deprecate religion and

philosophy as ineffective and put all our emphasis on practicality. We

have almost forgotte^ that real science, in its most profound sense, is

the search for truth, not the cranking out of practical methods of

production. So when people come asking me, "What is the Glwrch good

for, anyway?" ,jJjke tTidse revolutionary Chinese students

J

I sometimes

remind them of the old story about the research chemist and his new

discovery--it makes no difference what it was, something highly

theoretical, I suppose. He came bursting out of his laboratory

shouting, "Eureka, I have found it!" But a practical minded friend who

knew what a highly inapplicable problem he had been working on, only

sniffed, "Well, now that you've found it, what can you do with it? What

on earth can you miake of^isfe?" The scientist stopped, looked at him, and

then said quietly, "What use it will be? I don't have to know that yet.

It just happens to be true". And he walked away.
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The first thing to ask about the Church and its faith, as

about a scientific theory, is not, "Is it useful?", but "Is it honest;

is it true?" Of course the Christian, like the scientist, expects that

the truth, no matter how useless it may seem at the moment, will

eventually prove useful. But we insist that the deepest basis for

accepting or rejecting any religion, any ideology, or any anti -rel igion

is the question of its twfc-h, us&iuJ n&s-s

.
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To forget that, is to fall into the sin of Hitler and the

Nazis who said that a big lie is better politically than the truth

because it is more useful. Japan did the same thing, at one time. It

held on to the lie that the Japanese emperor was a gcd long after all

thinking men had abandoned it, --held on to it simply because it was

politically useful. Later, when they embarked on their military

conquests, they expected the people they had conquered, also, to

recognize the advantages of practical expediency over truth. They said

to Korea's Christians, "You already worship four gods, Father, Son and
UrC ‘WL L'AAC VW

Holy Ghost. All wo wtiWdk you to do is to add a fourth god, the

Emperor. And when the Christians refused, preferring to die rather than

to deny the faith, the Japanese military shook their heads incredulously
Ivlr- Vlfciq Um£\lrf-&r rtWi )iU^

at stubborn people who put truth above useful advantage.

Human integrity v jaat j ust Christian faith., demands that we put
, cfoePi C|vnifiCVs

truth first. All the more so of-Ghri stiarts .
' That is why I am not

interested in defending Christianity simply as a useful tool for social

change. I do not base my answer to the question "What is the Church

good for?" on any long list of Christianity's concrete contributions to

civilization and world order. I am a Christian not because the Church

brought the "Peace of Gcd", as it was called, to medieval Europe. The

"Peace of God" was that rather pathetic attempt to put a closed season

on wars in the Christian west. All armies were supposed to stop

fighting for four days a week, from Wednesday evening to Monday morning edc
—

i Christ's death and resurrection. It didn't work,
x

but I am rather proud that at least the Church tried it. But that's not

why I am a Christian. And I am not a Christian because the Church was

instrumental in bringing school* and education to England, or the

eight-hour working day to the United
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States, or plows to India, or modern medicine and education to the Far

East, or women's rights tc Korea. All that is true, but that is not why

I am a Christian.

I am a Christian, and I belong tc the Church, because from

the days of the apostles, faithful and credible men and women in the

Church have been proclaiming a truth that has changed history and has

changeG my life: that Jesus Christ lived and died and rose again for

the whole world. To believe in Him is to begin to find the truth, tor

He said, "I am the Truth". There is no greater occupation in this world

for you, as you graduate, than to point the world to this saving,

liberating gospel of the truth in Jesus Christ.

i

Back in China, when the revolution broke in on us and the

communists came to power, the first thing they took away from us

wpisfeirHns was our medical work, the hospitals. Then they began to

close the Christian colleges . Nothing useful was tc be called

Christian any more. In fact, contrary to what many people imagine

But having said that, I must go on very quickly to add that it

is dangerous to be a one-text Christian in this complex, troubled world.

You had better take more than one Bible verse with you out of this

Christian school into the world. Jesus said he came to bear witness to

the truth, yes, but he also said, "I came not to be ministered unto but

to minister", not to be served but to serve. (Matt. 20:28; Mark 10:45).

Your second task as college graduates in a weary, battered

world is service. It is not quite right to say that our main task is

just to tell the truth. Our task is to win people to the truth, which

is something far harder and more important. To do this you are going to

have to reach out tc people where they live. You must touch their minds

not only with the truth intellectually, but also with compassion for

their total needs, physical, emotional, spiritual, as servants ready to
fZ be l

serve. I would like to exhort you ^to lead the world. Perhaps

eventually you will. But leadership has to be earned, and the best way

to earn it is through serine. This is especially important for

Christian^ it is the beauty of Christian service that it makes

Christian truth believable.



G-lom fcb&^Ch^j-frH-aft c^H-eges. Nothing' useful was to be called Christian

any more. In -f^bv'-~coTFt-ra ry to what many people imarfre

it was not the preaching that the new regime stopped first in the

churches; they forbade their ministries of service. And that is the

best tribute I know to the inestimable contribution of Christian service

to Christian witness, and to the power of the example of Christian love.
.
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am

not sure how long service, altruistic, unselfish service to the people

will remain altruistic ard unselfish. Power corrupts and the Mao

revolution which set out to serve the pecple lasted less than thirty

years. It fell in 1976 with the angry, greedy, power-graspi ng clique of

the "Gang of Four". But--tka4 revolution is ariother^that failed.

Lip-service is still paid to the J' Great Leader", Mao Tze-Tung, but what

is now in power is a different revolution.

. ^ But/vfeven when .all opportunities of Christian service are t<
&/0L kw*-! (/(^ Ofo W* cWti,

f

away, truth still remains true. Take away the truth, however, ana I

A . . . , . ....

As for the church, to the surprise of almost everyone, it is

still there. Stripped cf its freedom to serve, it did not wi the r away.

Persecuted out of its freedom to worship in the churches, it met quietly

in homes. It never lost that inner freedom from which no power on earth

can ever separate the Christian, the freedom to believe in truth, that

saving truth which Christians have found in Jesus Christ.

fUW .

cLU.T^-
And it has grown

? ^
Mao Tze-Tung is dead; his Red Guards <***-

compteteTy discredited and oispersed; but the Christians are everywhere.

They told me when I left Nanking in 1951 that China had only three

million Christians, and that when these Christians saw v4tc4-.-cc e.d- thT^oc wm-4,
/)

the revolution was accomplishing they would soon give up their

superstitions. 0nce the church was freed from corrupting dependence cn

foreign support and connections ,—tbey-^aid , it would quickly fade away.

But it is increasingly clear that not only did ttee Christians fari4-tc

wi ther away, they have increased and multiplied jin such numbers that
v

when the new government after Mao relaxed cortrcls and the windows were

open to the sunlight, the whole world was astonished. There are at the



very least, four or five times as many Christians in China today as when

the last western missionaries were jailed or deported t/hirty years ago.

Many put the figure much higher, and the number is still

growing. Visitors like my friend Tommy Brown report that they have been

told, "In the old days we had to go out looking for people to tell them
(M\X.

about Christ; now the people come looking for us fee ask us to tell them

about the good news of Jesus."

One of the best of the recent books to come out of China is by

Fokx Butterfield, the first correspondent of the New York Times in years

to be able to open an office in Peking. It is called China : Alive in

the Bitter Sea . He tells of going to interview a ward leader in one of

the back streets of a large Chinese city. Climbing up narrow stairs he

was startled to find the leader, a woman, sitting at her desk reading a

Bible. She smiled and said, "Don't be surprised. We can read this now,

and it is interesting. An old man knocked on my door a few days age and

said he wanted to give me a book which meant a great deal to him. It

was a Christian Bible. I had never read it, but had heard a lot about

it and was curious. You know, the Christians are growing very fast now

in this country." Butterfield adds that he had heard the same thing,

and had discovered widespread disillusionment with the unfulfilled

promises of the old revolution, particularly among the young, but that

he was not sure that he would have believed the reports of how fast the
t

church was growing had he not heard it^from a professional communist and

government official, not from a Christian.

What a difference in the thirty years since those young

communist students were asking me, "What good is the church ? Look at

what the communists are doing!" Now they^ask, "What good was the

revolution? ^lT
_

Tt
_
really true what the Christians are saying?,'/ They

know all about revolution and are unsatisfied. What they are looking
bvrvj
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for now >iv-4-h€ truth. fW M-vj v
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We learn from our Christian brothers and sisters in China

tteat ^ven when Christian compassion can no longer be expressed in public SiM^crU



-&-e¥^+ee to humanity, there is a power that cannot be checked in the

whispered witness of the simple truth alone. The Spirit works when,

where and how He please^, like the wind, and no one can stop the wind.
1 1 til '* ***<1

t

Then witness _i_s service, and the Church is built and grows as the weary
f\ crw/t.

ana disillusioned turn to Jesus, Lord and Saviour, who heals the hurts

and lightens the burdens and +akes away the sins of the world.

tlufjtcj ,

Don't forget to be useful. But begin by being true. For this

was I born, said Jesus, "to bear witness to the truth."

StiX Xo LwJ ^




